The Tragcdie 

Onely refcrucd their fa&or to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, bur at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conucyedaway. 

Cancel! his bond ofhfedeareGod ! pray, 

That I may liue to (ay, the dog is dead. 

O rhou did A propbccie the time would come 
Thrtt/lhould wilh for thee to hdpe mecurlfe 
Thatbotteld lpidcr,thatfouIehunch-backttoade. 

Sl^Mar. /cald thee then,vaine flounfii of my fortune 
I cald thee then poorc fiiadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of, but what I was, 

The flittering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heau’d a high, to be hurld downe be low, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreameof which thou tvert,a breath, a bubble, 

A flgne ofdignitie,a garifh flagge, 

To be thcaime of eucry dangerous fhot, 

A Quecne in ieaft, onely to fill the feeane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ? 

^here be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 
who fues to thee,and cries God /sue the Queene ? 

Where be the bending pcercs that flattered thee ? 
wdicre be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife,a moAdifirdfed widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wades the name : 

For Quecne, a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaundmg ali.obeyed of none : 
ForonethatfcGrndat me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iulhcc wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thoughtof what thouart, 

To torture thee the more, being what thouart. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doefl thou not 
V lurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow } 



of Richard thethrid. 

t hy proud necke,bearcs halfc my burdened yoke, 

S which ,eucn here, I flip my weary necke, 
i , \ leaue the burthen of it al 1 on thee : 
f rewell Yorkes wifc,and|Queenc of fad mifchancc, 

Thefe Enghfh woes, will make me fmilcin France. 

q h o thou well skild in curfcs,ltay a while, 

Andfcach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

G) Mar. Forbcare to fleep the night, and fait the day, 
CoWare uead happinelle with liuingwoe, 

ThinU that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that (few them fowler then he is : 
g ‘ ttnn o thy lolfe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Beuoluingthis, will teach thee how to curfe. 

0) t , My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

Q Ma. Tisy woes wil make them fliarp ; 8c pierce like mine. 

D^t. Why ihouid calamicie be full of words ? Exit. Mar. 

Qa. Windieatturnies to your client woes, 

Aieriefuccecders of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ot miferies, 

Let them hauc fcope, though what they do impart 
Hclpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

But. if lo,rhen be »ot toong nde,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmor her 
Mydamned fonne, which thy twofonnesfmothred s 
I heare his drum,be copious in exciaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummer 
and Irum-ets. 

Kiu{. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dm A fhe, that mignthaue intercepted thee, , 

By Aratiglmgthcc in her accurfed wombe. 

From all the flaughte s v> retch, that thou ha fl done. 

£hi. Hid’ It thou thai forehead with a golden crownc,. 
Where Ihouid be grau<*n,if that right were right. 

The fliughter of the Prince that owde that crewne. 

And the dire death ol my two lonnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou vdlainc iLuc.wheie at e ray children? 

Dut, 
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